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The Dilemma 

A stag's form was etched on the darkening sky, 

As he stood there alert to all dangers nearby; 

His soft nose kept twitching, his ears played due part. 

But his eyes nigh unblinking showed sadness of heart. 

His age was revealed on a hide scarred and white. 

And the clear signs of rutting from many a fight; 

His thin legs and haunches looked too feeble to bear 

The head with worn antlers held haughtily there. 

He posed stiff and silent, looked around and below. 

No longer a giant with wild oats to sow; 

A ghost from the past, a leader no more. 

Yet alert and suspicious as he had been of yore. 

The hunter who was watching from his nest in the heather. 

Found himself thus embroiled on the horns of a dilemma; 

Should he spare this old beast more frustration and pain. 

Or allow him to linger with little to gain? 

But a change in the wind soon resolved this debate. 

As the old stager's nose sensed the stalker in wait; 

Thus with shrill cries of warning he swept off the stage. 

At a speed quite amazing for a remnant his age. 



Kirseckie 

Aye A'm myndin fan we wur thegither, 

Aa the coontless doric wirds Aunt Neta spak. 

She wid eese the liks o 'stechie', e'en mair kerious ... kirseckie, 

An aft sich as thon nae heid nor tail A'd mak. 

Sae she'd ging an draa wird picturs o them tae me, 

An A seen wid oonerstan wi'oot mair speil. 

Bit tae mak richt shair ma meesical Aunt Neta, 

Wid saft croon wee sangs tae kent teens affa weel .... 

"Auld Stechie he aye weert - kirseckie - .... och ay! 

Twis a waarm knitted waistcoat wi lang sleeves, syne an aa. 

Haen twa handy pooches oan ilk sid doon roon the frint 

Whaur sax buttons ticht kept oot the cauld as ye'd wint. 

Ye maun ken Stechie's jynts hidnae 'neugh ile, 

Sae he sclaup'd an stacher'd maist the fyle. 

Bit nae maiter slaa o meevin, he thenked kimmer him hid gien, 

Kirseckie, Kirseckie, Kirseckie. 

Lik Stechie, yer Granda weert - kirseckie - ... och ay! 

Twis a waarm knitted waistcoat wi lang sleeves, syne an aa. 

It cairrit twa pooches nait oan ilk sid roon the frint, 

Whaur sax buttons ticht kept oot the cauld as ye'd wint. 

Noo yer granda wis nae shoart o jynt ile, 

Sae wid aye strachtlik wauk a mile, 

Weel kennin aisy meeven, wid laist 'caise Grandma hid him gien , 

Kirseckie, Kirseckie, Kirseckie." 



Renaissance Man 

My poor hips they were aching. 

My big toes had the gout. 

My hearing was lots duller, 

And my voice had lost its clout. 

My neck stiffened when in bed. 

No pillows put it right. 

I tried a rubber collar too, 

But couldn't stand it tight. 

My sense of smell was useless. 

My tastebuds told me lies. 

Thus when I lost my appetite. 

It came as no surprise. 

My sight kept failing daily. 

I found it hard to focus. 

The doctor called it 'Glaucoma', 

Or some such hocus-pokus. 

My hair it just kept falling out. 

My nose a constant drip. 

No wonder that my wife oft said, 

'You're ready for the skip.' 

I was no use to anyone. 

So hypochondriacal. 

Not least because I couldn't use. 

My aging 'block and tackle'! 

Then suddenly .... 

My old hips stopped their aching. 

My gout it went away. 

My ears and voice came back on song. 

But why, I couldn't say. 

My neck no longer stiffened up. 

Its muscles quite OK. 

No need for rubber collars then. 

But why, I couldn't say. 



My sense of smell got better. 

My taste buds told no lies. 

My appetite came back again. 

Another big surprise. 

My sight got sharper daily, 

With no blurring in my eyes. 

The TV came through crystal clear. 

Perhaps the best surprise. 

My hair restarted growing. 

My nose became bone-dry. 

I even had to shave again, 

Still often wondered why. 

My ill-like moods just disappeared. 

I could gaily skip and jump. 

No wonder that my wife then smiled. 

When I smacked her on her rump. 

My 'block and tackle' dare you ask 

Did it come back in play. 

Of course it did, with vigour! 

But why, I couldn't say. 



I feel a new-born athlete now. 

Not just a done old-stager. 

So what brought on this turn-about? 

You'll never guess, I wager. 

What is that I hear you say, 
"A good dose of Viagra?" 

Wow! 

Nothing quite so drastic 

But, 

No lime now in my Lager! 



Gloamin Oors 

Fan cam the douce-lik gloamin oors, 

Tae gie a rist maist sprootin flooers, 

Jasmine kythed thur hodden pooers, 

Tae sype Strang waffs lik April shooers. 

Syne beddit ools begood tae preen, 

Weil kennin nicht wis camin seen. 

An wi it wark tae sherp sik oot 

Fell rottans reem'shin roon aboot. 

Neest cam sae mony 't'wit-taewoos' 

Tae prob the perfum'd air, 

Ye'd a thocht a kyre wis chirmin 

Thase wirds oot lood an clair. 

"Oot i' the meen-licht. 

By flich'rin starn-licht. 

We'll scran wi a oor micht. 

We'll keek faur oot. 

We'll drap wyes doon. 

We'll snitch as is oor richt. 

Syne, 

Fan jaup floo'rs waffs weer awa. 

An skreek o day sheens bricht. 

We'll vainish tae oor brenches, 

Hich up an oot o sicht." 



The Marvel of Our Age 

I wanted to be a good pianist, 

Who played rag time at pace, 

But just having eight small fingers, 

I never won that race. 

If I'd had ten good fingers. 

And not been born with eight, 

I might have tinkled ragtime music. 

At any called for rate. 

Yes, if I'd had two more digits. 

All ten could then have sped. 

Not fumbled and stumbled. 

Through pieces sorely bled. 

I scratched my head. 

And then I said, 

"What should I do 

To improve this situation? 

Pay some clever surgeon 

For a transplant operation 

To stitch two more digits 

Onto each of my hands? 

Or try to get rag fairies 

To wave their magic wands?" 

I opted for the surgery. 

Drastic though it seemed. 

To merely play piano. 

As I had always dreamed. 

The additions I was given. 

Came so well to scale. 

It never even crossed my mind. 

These extra joints might fail. 

My muscles and my tendons 

For weeks I stretched and flexed. 

Knowing only with such work-outs. 

Fast fing'ring might come next. 

The results of my persistence. 

Are amazing, so I'm told. 

And the crispness of my ragging 

Is so wondrous to behold. 

That folks queue up for hours on end. 

Outside 'THE MONKEY CAGE' 

To pay to enter and admire .... Me, 

THE MARVEL OF OUR AGE 

Who often hears it whispered, 

"That chimp would grace the stage." 



Gie and Tak 

Yin morn a weel kent lendin' loon 
Wis fishin' oan the Dee, 

An' tho' it flow' d in michty spate 
It ne'er fash'd sich as he 

The watchers oan the banks sensed fate 

Wid nae be loathe, and soon, 

Tae coupe their scrooge richt oot his boat. 

An strive tae cause him droon. 

Scarce meenits pass'd 'fore toss' d he wis 

Fu' clad and feckless in. 

As swirlin' currents rush'd tae send 

Him doonstream at their whim. 

"We'll catchit ye doon by the brig" 

Wis holler' d frae the banks. 

"Gi'es us yir bans as ye sail by. 

An' we'll nae seek mair thanks" 

Nae sign o' comprehenshun came 

Fan scrooge doon nar them speed' d. 

Bit syne a couthy cynic thocht, 

"Anither offer's need'd!" 

"He'll ne'er gie us his bans," quoth he. 

An shair as he hid spakit. 

When "Tak' oor bans" wis caa'd oot clair 

The loon fest oan them cliquet ! 



Bitter Sweet 

I wake to find o'er the valley spread 

Eerie whiteness like the dead. 

Great joy to some, others' deadly fate, 

Yet seems to purify the mortal state. 

Near-by laden pines, needles clad in snow. 

Strangely soothe out a soft elusive glow. 

I wonder if greater love than this there be. 

Given by Who brings light to me? 

But what on second glance lies bare? 

A bird by yonder tree? 

O calm you wafts of swirling snow; 

A silenced robin rests below ! 

I linger, ponder for a while. 

As o'er the corpse cold snow doth pile. 

My sad heart cursing nature's stings 

That cause such wintry sufferings . 

Hark! Noisy shouts! Squeals' refrains 
From children's voices ease my pains. 

Snow's delights are all they know. 

Ne'er hidden victims still below. 

Yet I in bitter sweet repose 

In moments such as those. 

Accept all that the Lord does send. 

From birth until life's end. 



Bonnie Bairnie 

Cam oan ma bonnie bairnie, 

Saft drap doon oan yer knees; 

Steek baith yer wachtie eenies, 

Clasp bans ticht gin ye pleese. 

Spak douce tae Gweed in hivven, 

He'll tirn his lugs tae ye; 

Spik well o tentin kinfowk, 

Fa ye graun luv dis gie. 

Fit anse is in yer myndin, 

Thit ye hiv deen the day? 

Syne gie Him muckle thenkyees, 

Thit fyow things gaed agley. 

Syne for yer ain wee sel noo, 

Fyles ye ging doon tae slep, 

Prig wi the bricht o' mornin, 

YeVe throw nicht saff been kep. 
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Lorelei 

You're enticing me, Lorelei. 
Your calls so enthral, Lorelei. 

Oh to be with you, Lorelei, 
Far above these rocks on high. 

I'll steer a course over to you, Lorelei. 
Sail my ship close by, Lorelei. 

There to fly to you, Lorelei, 
Far above these rocks on high. 

Oh, come sweet sailor, come pledge your heart. 

All your life, to me. 

If it's so I swear that we'll both share in 

Such a love that sets us free. 

I'm coming at your call, Lorelei, 

To clasp both hands with you, Lorelei. 

Hold you in my arms, Lorelei, 

Tightly on these cliffs so high. 

Now nearly at these sheer cliffs, Lorelei. 

Guide me safely in, Lorelei. 

Past these sharp black rocks, Lorelei, 

That so menacingly lie. 

Come on, sweet sailor through them all. 

Sail your ship in near by. 

When you do you'll be there with me, so 

Happily that you might just die! 

I'm reaching from the bow, Lorelei, 

To kiss you on the lips, Lorelei. 

Then hold that sure embrace, Lorelei, 

Until on these rocks, we'll lie. 

But what noise is that I hear, Lorelei. 

My ship has founder'd here, Lorelei. 
I'm sinking fast from you, Lorelie, 
Who did say that I might just die! 
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The Inveet 

Cam 'wa ow'r tae ma hoose, 

Sich pleesure it wull be, 

Tae shaw ye ma pianny, 

An the meesic it can gie. 

Gin ye dinna troo me, 

Ye maun cam ow'r an see 



Ma braw pianny poors oot 

Graun meesic ilka day. 

Its honky-tonkyin teens, 

Shair fesh up glamourie. 

Gin ye dinna troo me. 

Ye maun cam ow'r an see .... 



Fan fingers tap the keys 

Tae tinkle faist rag teens, 

E'en angels hich abune. 

Maun dince, anse jimp aroon. 

Fit! Ye dinna troo me? 
Ach! Weel! Dearie-me! 
Ye'll hivtae ging atheen 

An hiv a wee leuk-see! 
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Join Me in The Highlands 

Join me in wintry Scotland, 

With all its sleet and snow. 

Wear a warm kilt and jerkin, 

Shut out the snell winds that blow. 

Come with well-worn boots on. 

Ready to face come what may. 

While there in those highlands. 

Mountains and moorlands. 
Striding out strongly each day. 

From blustery treks in foul weather. 

Soaked through to the skin we will be. 

Till dried by warm fires in each bothy. 

And revived too from hot mugs of tea. 

Then wrapped in our blankets and mem'ries. 

We'll blether till candlelight wanes. 

Then drift to our dreamlands. 

There safe in our Highlands. 

No worries, no fears and no pains! 
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Twa Chiels 

Kirk wis stannin seelent 

r the caaldrife evenin airs, 

Fan Beadle an Tarn Tamson cam, 

Tae mak thur needit prayers. 

Beadle teuk his ain steel, 

Faur wyes doon the frint, 

Fyle Tamson creepit in. 

An bided well ahint. 

The Beadle spiks .... 

"Noo a am ralely faithfu. 

As Ye dae shairly ken? 

Thenk ye Gweed thit a am 

Nae lik a ither men, 

Wha nab, an chait, an brak yer laws. 

An tak Yer name in vain. 

Ma ainly thocht's tae well ser Ye, 

Wi a ma micht an mane. 

A aye tak up the off rin, 

r the Sunday mornin tray. 

A nivver miss a service. 

An Ye ken hoo well a pray. 

Ye ken a dinna gam'le. 

An a dinna sup a lot. 

An a hivna daff d wi weemen 

Seen laist time a wis caught! 

A ken the Bible's screevins. 

An a tirn ow'r fit they state, 
Aboot keppin the commandments 

Lik fowks fa fin guid gate. 

Thenk Ye Gweed fer makin me, 

Ain o Yer chysen fyow; 

An upricht pillar o Yer kirk, 
Troo Christian throw an throw." 
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Tarn Tamson syne booed slaa his held 
An knelt doon oan yin knee, 

"Gweed a ask Yer mercy 

Oan sich sinner maan lik me. 

A ken it's been a whilie, 

Seen a veesited yer hoose; 

Nabbin syne plate's sillar, 

Tae spen it a oan booze. 

Ma waikness fer guid ale, 

Is wicket Gweed a ken. 

An fyles a gie an antrin sweer. 

An stall an orra hen. 

An ither things a canna mynd. 

Bit shair Ye'll ken them tee. 

For gie me ma richt fell mistaks. 

Hae mercy pleese oan me. 

Fur a the coorse things thit a dae. 

An fit puckle a maun gie, 

O Gweed a ask Yer leenity 

Oan roch sinner loon lik me. 

A maun impruv ma haibits. 

Bit thon wull shair be teuch. 

An fan a mak ma laist accoont, 

A'll jist hiv tae howp a've deen eneugh. 

** 

Guid Gweed fan luikin ow'r, 

Wi laachter at Tam loon, 

Slaa apened hivven's beukie. 

An screeved his name nait doon. 
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Coffee, Cheese and Chives ...Not Wise! 



A carousel whirls fast around, and on and on ... no interlude. 

Buzzes in my head so much, does very little good. 

A calliope hard drives it on, with fuel of cheese and chives 

Charged with bed-time coffee, a time-bomb in disguise. 

It's one o'clock in the morning now, the engine's gath'ring power. 

Whipping up its horses at a hundred miles per hour. 

If I call for showman boss, he'll maybe pull all plugs. 

To let my braincells take a break and sleep like bugs in rugs. 

Carousel's still spinning round, and on and on it goes. 

Roaring in my head much worse, no chance of sweet repose. 

Still calliope it drives it on, supercharged by chives 

Laced with cups of coffee, which may have been unwise? 

It's two o'clock in the morning now, its engine's gath'ring power. 

Twirls it on its crazy way at two hundred miles per hour. 

If I call again, 'Showman boss. Please pull out the plugs. 

And let my braincells take a break and sleep like bugs in rugs. ' 

Then suddenly I hear a voice sharp screeching in my ear. 

Sounds like wife's rising rage is reaching second gear. 

'Waken up you stupid man. 

Dreaming you have been. 

Pull yourself together fast. 

Before I make a scene. 

Idiotic scoffing chives. 

And cheese too by the ton, 

Wash'd well down with coffees ... 

Daft! 

Much better having none.' 

I learned my lesson well that night to sidestep nightmares wild. 

Cooling braincell's cantrips with water night-caps mild. 

No carousel for them to use, calliope without power. 

Chariots swinging gently ... at zero miles per hour. 



16 



Hearken Weil 

Frae dairk o' nicht, 

Cam Gweed's bricht licht, 

Thit brocht life's spurt, 

Syne a muckle sturt, 
Fan a' focht, an' pran'd; 
Tae tak pooer i' ilka Ian. 

Noos warl o' dool, 

Weird we maun thole, 

Fyle aye howpin wi', 

Gweed's leenity, 

Airth wull kep its licht. 

An nae tirn aince mair bleck nicht! 

Hearken tae me! 

Hearken tae me! 

Tak tent oor airth. 

Oar seen we'll a dee! 
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Grow, Bloom, Fade, Perish 

Re-born daffodils in the Springtime, 

Endure ling'ring labour's morn, 

To share with fresh growth in each cluster. 

The cold light of winter's drear forlorn. 

Green stalks amidst leaves reach for sunshine. 

Through snowstorm or icy ground. 

Yet despite such delays to their journey and goal. 

Proud yellow blooms in arrays abound. 

Their finely. 

Shaped trumpets. 

Standing serenely. 

In tinted hues. 

Blessed there in swards. 

Washed by God- sent. 

Morning's dews. 

Whisper, 

"Begone all you wearying and wintry blues." 

We praise. 

Their splendour. 

We curse. 

Gales' risings. 

That spoil Nature's gift. 

Of such freshness that's new. 

We cut. 

We gather. 

Bright blooms. 

Adorning, 

Where they'll give such pleasure. 

To all whom they view. 

Those fine daffodils we're soon mourning. 

Before many suns have set. 

They fade with the coming of summer. 

Whose warm days help us all them forget. 

So remember them fondly each Springtime. 

Their uplift that makes spirits soar. 

From out of the dark depths of winter's harsh reign. 

To good times that lie in earth's store. 

Enjoy daffodils in the Springtime. 

Take heart from their brief but bright span. 

Follow closely their precepts and examples. 

To always give pleasure as best as you can. 

Recall all their glorious moments. 

As proudly they faced their fate. 

To grow, blossom, wither and perish like us. 

In our world .... an ephemeral state. 
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Guid Spyacks 

Smaachrie an' douce-lik, 

Snooves back ma veesions. 

Sich bide i' ma myn's-ee an' ma saal. 

Lang oors they rist syne, 

Sae ivver syne nar me, 

Muckle easdom tae unfaal. 

Luvin wis faither, an' luvin wis mither, 

Sich guid spyacks, faithfu baith. 

Thon sich graun fowk i' ma bairnheid, 

Wi' unforyetable Strang graith. 

Winnerfu ! 

Mervelous ! 

Picturs syne weil mynded. 

Hoo they're tappin oan ma saal. 

r the quaitness, 

O' the even, 

Gweed-gien veesions clair unfaal. 
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Fruit 'n Nut-case 

I'm a Choc late Fruit and Nut- Case. 

Pop them in my mouth with great haste. 

Much enjoy their flavour, 

As their crunch I savour. 

Nothing more I favour. 

In that I won't waver. 

I'm a Choc 'late Fruit and Nut- Case 
I just smack my lips, with no haste 

Ruminate with pleasure. 
Repeat the dose at leisure. 

Thinking what a treasure. 

Ecstasy beyond measure. 

I'm a Choc 'late Fruit and Nut- Case. 

I just lick my chops with no haste. 

Digesting them is easy. 

Makes me bright and breezy. 

Ready ....for more 

So on and on and on and on, 

I chew and chew and chew and chew. 

I munch and crunch and crunch and munch. 

Until a whole box load I soon get through. 
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Braw Beech Hedge 

Claise sklentin' by kirk's steeple prood, 

Maist simmer's morns I myn, 

Douce sinlicht tappin' skilhoose nar, 

Its waarmin aye tae rin, 

Up tae thon broon pastures, 

Wi' dykes an' gates an' seg, 

Fyles pirr-winnie sterts tae reshle, 

Leaves o' oor braw beecii iiedge. 

Syne Autumn haars cam swirlin' doon, 

An' mornin' sin jist girns, 

Tae fricht awa ony dowfy aroon, 

St Cyrus folks an' fairms. 

Bit fan November fetches, 

Snell win' oot o' North-East, 

The copper-beech well clippit. 

Leaves tummle, reshlin' ceas'd 

Seen icy roads an' brick-herd grun. 

Cam veesit, times maun bide. 

Snaw fa's deep its beer'yin plaid. 

Syne raxin' faur an' wide. 

Ainly wins oot o' sou-west, 

Wull mak this scunner shift. 

Bit bairns an' bare-hedge yammer on, 

'Bide-a-wee, ye'r shair Gweed's gift.' 

Fan Spring-time's gants awaukenin' earth, 

Mak snaw-drops keek aince mair. 

Daffies they flicher an' stacher tae staun, 

Gowd trumpets sniff waarm air. 

Bit oor beech hedge it dozes lang, 

A' its strength tae well weer tae. 

Aye muckle-growen's needit daen. 

Fore freen mavis cams tae lay. 

Aye sklentin' by kirk's steeple prood, 

Maist simmer's dawns I fin. 

Caller sin kittlin' skilhoose wa'. 

Its sheenin' shair tae rin. 

Up tae wauk a' wee sleepin' sids, 

Gaird'd wi' dykes an' seg. 

Fyle pirr-winnie seen sterts tae banter, 

Brenches o' oor shorn beech hedge. 
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Mislippen an Foryatten 

Hich oan ma ha waa hings mislippen sicht - 

A wae bosky strypie i keerious licht. 

Aince wi soor wirds it spak doon tae me quait, 

Murnin its doolsome tasht foryatten gate .... 

" Naarhan tap thon hull ma douce lochan broon 
Skales its speet waater slaa ow'r rig an doon. 

Tae prob bracken muirs an breenge oot a coorse, 
Till insid wid's beild cams its pairtin o poors. 

A'm ain o sich burns wha mynds times gaan by 

Waat'rin the mill an peer thristy kye. 

Keppin sluice gaen tae tirn grinsteen roon, 

Thit garr'd corn dist flee ilk morn, nicht, an noon. 

A've stytered alang noo years oot o eese, 

Fair dylt oan ma ain maitin jist girse an trees. 

Fyow leaves busk thur brenches an bruckle-lik cowes, 

Tho' A aye waash steens smeeth, A'm aft jaup bein lowse. 

Walk buss reets are licky syne ooner ilk bank, 

Whaur bleck feckless dubs can ne'er mak them hank . . . 

Fan cams oan the drouth, Gweed alloos them tae dee, 

Fyle A maun snoove oan . . . nae ludgement gien me." 
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Gross Indulgence 

Eat and drink, 

Eat and drink, 

Gosh I've had my fill. 

My stomach feels that it has reached 

The point of overspill. 

Pre-lunch nips. 

Started it. 

Punch well laced with gin; 

Thick lentil soup, choice turkey breast. 

Part caused this mess I'm in. 

Oh! how .. I .. wish 

That I could abstain from such. 

At Christmas time ... each year. 

Oh how I wish, 

I wouldn't load my plate so much. 

At Christmas time ... each year. 

But then the sight of tempting dishes. 

Makes me forget those healthy wishes. 

And the results of such indulgences. 

At Christmas time ... each year. 

After soup. 

Came more soup. 

I said, "What the hell!" 

When I saw some prawn-cocktail, 

I'd some of that as well. 

Then more strife. 

Fork and knife. 

Four meats and veg three. 

Potatoes roast and mashed-up too. 

Were all piled on by me. 

No retreats. 

Came the sweets, 

I said, "This is great, 

I'll have the trifle and plum-duff 

Each spooned high on one plate." 

Then more greed, 

I indeed. 

Took a second helping. 

All topped up with ice-cream. 

To stop my insides melting. 

Oh how I wish, that I could abstain from such. 

Every Christmas Day ... yes, every year. 

Oh how I wish, I wouldn't load my plate so much. 

Every Christmas Day ... each and every year. 

But then the sight of tempting dishes. 

Makes me forget all healthy wishes. 

And the outcomes of such indulgences. 

Every Christmas Day ... each and every year. 
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